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Cocky 


Author's Notes: 
Just some smutty sex with extra smut on the side. | love the idea of this pairing and there isn\'t much 


written on them so | may continue it if the mood and inspiration takes me. 


He's a cocky little thing. 


Might just have enough piss and vinegar inside him to make this band he's parroting on about work. Maybe. 
I've only seen them once, he invited me up to a dive bar to see them play. The guitarist has some serious 
talent and the singer isn't bad, he'll improve once puberty lets him go. The bassist isn't anything to write home 
about, but that's why he's here to see me now, isn't it. 


The cocky little shits the drummer and, if l'm being honest with myself, he isn't anything too special either, as 
a musician at least. Still, the way he talks, the way he's almost got me in the band and it's barely been an 


hour since the gig, makes me think its not his drumming which makes him so important to this band of his. 


He has me in a booth at the back of the bar with a jug of beer. The bartender keeps giving us dirty looks, | 


think he's suspicious of the kid's age. | don't fucking blame the guy, he looks about I5 even in the shitty light in 
the bar. The kid, Lars.that's his name..Lars doesn't care, he's talking about a mile a minute about his business 
plan, IO year plan, every fucking plan he has for this band. 


| raise my eyebrow when he brings up what an integral part of these plans | am while at the exact moment 


telling me how much | need his band; he needs me and | need him, all in one breath. 
Cocky little shit. 


My dick twitches in my pants when he leans over the table to grab a handful of dirty peanuts from the bowl 
on the other side of the booth, exposing a bright line of flesh between his ratty shirt and striped spandex 
pants. | mentally slap myself, the kid's looking for a bassist not a fuck, but | can't help it, I've always had a 
weakness for mouthy little twinks. 


He swallows another mouthful of beer around the stale peanuts and smiles up at me, asks me what | think, if | 


need some time. 


The sleeves of his shirt have fallen or been ripped off. The armholes are large and torn and when | lean back 


against the cushion of the booth, | can see his nipples, starkly pink against that white skin of his chest. 


"| dunno Lars," | sip my own beer, stealing another look at his nipples, "but | reckon you've got some stuff to 


work with there. | might be interested." 


The momentary grin on his face betrays his attempts to play cool afterwards, he leans back against the booth 


and nods sagely, saying he understands, doesn't want to pressure me. 
He picks up his sweaty hair off his back, showing me his neck this time. 


"You smoke?" | ask, finishing my beer and motioning with my head to the door. It's time for us to get out of 


here. 


He babbles yes and follows me out. | have a feeling | could have asked him if he rode a unicycle while wearing 


a dolphin costume on a regular basis and he would have told me it was his favourite way to calm down after a 


gig. 


| don't stop outside the bar for a smoke, my new friend and | are heading back to my apartment. He follows 


for a little while before asking where we're going. 
"Back to my place." 


"Aah," he nods again and smiles widely, finally realizing that we're not talking about tobacco here. He walks 
quickly to keep up with me on his smaller legs. 


It isn't a long walk and we're home. | roll us a couple of blunts, get some more beers from the fridge and 
settle back onto the couch. It only takes a couple of puffs before Lars is rambling about Deep Purple and 
Motorhead. Heh, I'm starting to like him more already. 

He's caught up in a dramatic retelling of his months following a Deep Purple tour in England a couple of 
months, or maybe it was a couple of years ago, so he doesn't notice me moving next to him on the couch. He 
doesn't seem to notice my arm falling behind him but when | put my hand on his thigh he stops mid sentence 
and gapes, looking down at my hand like he isn't sure if it really exists. 

I's when his lips part that | notice how perfectly formed they are. It's an almost feminine mouth, small and 
plump, his lips a perfect cupid's bow. His lips are still parted in a suspended moment of shock when | kiss them; 
its barely a kiss, two leaves pressing together for a moment, before he gives a whimper and breaks us apart. 
"What's wrong?" 

His fingers find his lips and stay there. He looks up at me and then down, 


"l-it's.it's not you," he murmurs. 


| shift my hand down and further up his leg, so I'm almost touching his ass. He doesn't move away or try to 


shift me. | know what this is. 

"Which one is it? The big redhead?" 

He seems shocked | figured it out so quickly. I've been around the block a few times; new band, good chemistry, 
a lot of passion and stimulants being thrown around, someone inevitably starts fucking someone else, it's just 
human nature. 

He shakes his head though. Not the redhead then. 

Lars whispers out a single word, "James." 

Who's that again? Ahh, the singer, blonde, hasn't quite shaken puberty. 

| push his hair so | can see his neck better, trace a finger along the shell of his ear. 

‘Is it serious?" 


Lars looks confused for a moment, "Its. dunno." 


"If you don't know it can't be that serious," | plant a quick kiss under his ear, feel him shiver under me. | look 


down, his spandex leggings don't hide anything, I'm winning. 


"Have you fucked?" 

His cheeks flush red and he shakes his head. 

"Have you blown him?" Another negative. "He blown you?" No again 

"Fuck, have you even kissed?" 

Lars looks offended, he's trying to scowl at me, "Yes! We've kissed! And I've jerked him of fl" 


He adds the last part with a note of triumph, like | should be impressed with him and his singer getting to 


second base. 


| kiss his neck again and he still makes no move to push me away. He still doesn't move or resist when | slip 


my hand under his thigh even further, lifting his legs and pulling them over my knees. 
"So is James your boyfriend?" 
"No." he plucks at the fraying hem of his shirt, "Not really.maybe..” 


| can almost see the night time breathless fumbling now, followed by days of awkwardness and confusion. Poor 


little Lars, he deserves better than this James' first gay crisis. 


| tell him that, that he deserves better, and slide my hand down from the couch to his back. My other hand 
goes back to rubbing his thighs, closer to his crotch. His eyes are wide and almost black, he doesn't say 


anything, the first time he's been silent for more than five minutes since I've met him. 


He finally realises he's hard when my hand drifts a little too close to his crotch. He blushes even redder, if 
that was possible. His lips are parted again and | lean in to kiss him, properly this time. 


He doesn't pull away. | can feel him shiver. Now he's on my lap | can feel the weight of him, it isn't much to 


carry, he's delicate, almost birdlike in my arms. Not what | expected. 


| kiss him more, he clings to my neck and whimpers into my mouth. His shirt comes off easily and | push down 


his leggings. He doesn't wear underpants under them. 
| can tell we're going to get along. 


The leggings come off fast in the bedroom, as do my clothes. He's shy for a moment then, eyes downcast as 
he sits down. | sit beside him and grab his cock, slide his foreskin up and down. He gasps and looks shocked. 


Then it's easy to get between his legs. His moans and the way his hips jerk tell me James hasn't been as 
generous in the past as | am. | prop his feet up on the bed, let his knees fall open, he doesn't realise how 


exposed he is to me until | start probing behind his balls. 

Lars’ head jerks up. James never did this for you either, did he sweetheart? 

"W-wait! J-just a moment." 

"Shh," | pet the soft flesh inside his thighs, give his cock a few more quick strokes, "I'm not gonna hurt you" 


| never keep lube far from my bed. The cap flicks off and | feel his body twitch under me, he knows what's 
coming, he's jittery. 


I'm good to him though, | spend plenty of time preparing him. I've decided | like watching his thighs twitch and 
pull off the bed. | pull back once or twice, | can see him getting over excited and | don't want him coming 


before I've at least gotten inside. 


When he feels the head of my cock pressed up against his hole he stops moving and stays perfectly still, no 
more twitches or moans. He's waiting, not necessarily tense, just waiting. | wait for him to look at me, right in 


the eye, before | push forward. 


Just a tiny movement at first, barely breaching him. | rock back, taking a hold of his legs under the knees to 
steady myself and push forward again, this time managing to get inside. 


His breath comes in short pants, | pull his hips closer to the edge of the bed and start to thrust, easing 
myself in a little more with each forward movement. 


Then I'm inside him all the way, my hips pressed flush against his. He moans, soft and low, and | can feel him 
moving and clenching around me. When | start to thrush properly its as if a current has been let loose inside 


him, back arching, arms flung above his head and hands grabbing the sheets in fists. 


His body feels so tight and hot around me. l'm starting to think | don't have to worry about him coming too 
quickly. | grab his cock and stroke it fast, he groans out my name, his voice catching at the end. 


| lean down over him, his legs wrap around my hips like rubber and | bite his nipples, his shoulder, his neck, 
anywhere | can get a hold on him. He doesn't last long, | expected that, he's too inexperienced and too excitable. 


He makes a squeak-like noise and gasps my name, grabbing onto my back and digging his nails in 


| nuzzle his neck, thrust in faster. For a while there's only the sound of slapping flesh and his ragged breathing. 
Then | feel my own orgasm come on and | prop myself up on my elbows, closing my eyes as | come inside him. 


It's longer than | expected, more intense. | hear myself groan out "Laaaars" before | fall on top of his smaller 


body. 


I'm not sure how long we lie there but he eventually moves my arm and slides out from under me. I'm too 


heavy for him. 


He's still panting when he speaks, "l.l can't believe..we just...fuuuuck." 


| can't help but laugh, a short bark, and roll over. It occurs to me that | haven't given him an answer about 
his band yet. Fuck, what was their name again? | have to reach right back into my mind to remember, the 
name floats up into my conscious and | remember as well that they really aren't that bad. There's definitely 
potential there. | roll over to look at Lars, about to tell him I'm interested in this Metallica but there'll have to 


be some serious changes but bite my tongue. 

He's asleep, his face even more innocent and childlike in its relaxed state. Probably a combination of the beer 
and the pot. His legs are still hanging off the bed so | force myself up and pull him up the bed, just so he can 
sleep properly, and grab a spare sheet from the floor, throwing it over him. 


Fuck I'm tired. Looking at him asleep makes my eyes droop. I'll tell him tomorrow..after | fuck him again 


Cocky little twink got what he wanted in the end. 


